"Then why the hell don't you say so ?"
Jack had been brooding over this piece of mana-
gerial coarseness for weeks. "I think that was a bit
dire, honey, don't you ?" he asked. "Christ Almighty,
it was dire!"
"Then my little budding children, these pure little
flowers,** he said. "What's to become of them being
brought up in this awful Cockney accent ? ^ Their
mother does her best for them, I know, but she's a trial,
honey, she's a trial. Ah, what it is to be a father and have
a father's heart!" We had only been together an hour,
but he went on without a break to question me about
my own private life. How many men had I had, he
asked. Himself, despite all his temptations and diffi-
culties, he had always been faithful to his wife. He
didn't think there could be much good in a woman who
had once committed adultery. "After all, what does
the Bible say ?" he demanded. "We have the Bible,
honey, and the Bible was set down for us to believe."
Almost in the same breath he hinted, though in a
form of words so involved that it took some unravelling,
that he would like me to take him away for the week-
end. And I fancy he vaguely suggested that we should
take a house together, at my expense, and that when I
had sailed for Malaya, he and his children should stay
on in it.
At last he had mounted the homeward tram to
Wanstead and I was slowly ascending the hill. All I
felt for the little man was a careless pity touched with
contempt. He was one of those characters, I realized,
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